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	1. Prologue: Last Sunset

_A shot at doing a fanfic. If you didn't read the summary, it's Yang x OC. If you want to use a ship name, look at the title._

_You like it? Kudos. Leave a comment or like this work; hell, even review it. Suggestions are welcome._

_If you really don't like it, or hate it in general, review it. I'll take the time to look at complaints._

_Rated T, because adolescents are __so_ _fun._

* * *

><p><strong>Prologue: Last Sunset<strong>

* * *

><p>Fallen leaves flew along the wind, their oranges and reds blending together. Beacon stood tall, overlooking the changing scenery.<p>

Summer was becoming fall. The bright leaves that the tree was growing were browning before they were swept away by the wind. They flew away as time continued onwards. And now...

It was autumn. And let's face it, it was beautiful. Just like a certain blonde...

"Over the horizon is my next big adventure!"

Yang Xiao Long sat on the roof of the dorms, watching the sunset with her violet eyes. Vibrant yellows, reds, and oranges, like flames, burst from the sun. She basked in the last rays of warming light before night came.

_In just a few weeks, I'll be here! Though I'll have to leave Ruby behind..._

She looked up at the now starry sky, smiling at the moon: a world of perfect oceans and mountains. Satisfied, she breathed out deeply, grinning.

Jumping off of the building, she landed and rolled to lessen the impact. She wandered into the forest, relaxing as stars peeked from the branches.

A dark shape shifted at the edge of her peripheral vision. It was a bear, only more malicious and obviously made of the stuff of nightmares.

It was a Grimm. It was a Ursa: a mini-mountain of shadowy fur, harsh bone plates, and crimson red eyes.

Still grinning, Yang stood up and turned towards the intruder. Her golden bracelets transformed into Ember Cecilia: a pair of Grimm-slaying shotgun gauntlets.

In other words, the kind of weapon you wish you had.

The Ursa threw its heavy paw at her, air whistling around its powerful arm. If anyone normal got hit by its claw, they'd be a shredded paste of guts and blood.

Obviously, Yang was not normal. She was a Huntress in training, and getting into Beacon meant she knew how to fight. She'd been through Signal, where she punched Grimm for warm-up.

She had an Aura. She had a Semblance. She had a weapon. Girls with those three things, in Remnant, are dangerous girls.

She launched herself at the Grimm, firing two rounds to boost her speed before slamming her fist into the Grimm's head. Bones (do Grimm have bones?) cracked under the sheer force of her blow.

If she had hit a concrete wall, all that'd be left would be broken gray shards.

Stunned, the Ursa stood up to full height unsteadily before rushing at her clumsily. Its paws hit the ground, causing it to tremor ever so slightly. Its bone armor around its head was broken , but it was still kicking. It was also much more enraged.

It took Yang another punch to finish off the bear-like Grimm by finally beating it to death. As she grinned, the Ursa turned into dark dust before blowing away in the wind.

She scanned around her and resumed her combat position. _Wait, it was an ambush!_

Around her were four more Ursae, all angry and bigger than the one she just slew.

Yang closed her eyes and breathed out to calm herself. One Ursa was no problem for her, but three at one time was her limit. So she decided to change the flow of the battle by running away.

She took the path back to Beacon, retracing her steps to get out of the forest. Stars still glittered, allowing her to see the Grimm behind her.

The Ursae were slow- for now. They lumbered behind her, taking down pesky trees in the way.

She gathered more time by turning around and firing off half a dozen rounds from Ember Cecilia.

More Grimm roared in front of her, causing Yang to suddenly stop. They streamed out from the forest, surrounding her. The malevolent bone-clad monsters stared at her hungrily (do Grimm have stomachs?).

Beowolves. Creeps. A few Ursae. Even a King Taijitu.

Yang knew she was screwed. She also knew she was going to go down fighting, and take as Grimm as possible with her.

_I'm sorry... Ruby... Dad..._

"You're a idiot, blondie."

A flash of silver went through a wall of Grimm, straight through their waists. A moment later, they all fell before disappearing into dark dust.

For a moment, Yang forgot to breath. The newcomer...

_Just forget him, okay! He'll be like all the others I've hooked up with! Manipulating, heartless, or abusive!_

Yet no matter what she told herself, she stared.

Cold, piercing silver eyes. Midnight black hair. A bit on the pale side, with a slim body she knew had to be muscled. That was what the stranger looked like. And the shocking thing: he looked about her age.

In his hands was a silver katana, with markings that made it look segmented.

"Well? You just gonna stand there and get mauled to death?" he said.

A Beowolf roared its challenge as it lunged at him, its arms outstretched. Sharp claws adorned its paws.

The stranger, with his left hand, grabbed its head before smashing it against his own. Bones broke as the Beowolf stopped moving.

"Eh? What did you say?" he asked mockingly. "Oh, wait: you're dead. Sorry about that."

He dropped the Beowolf as it, like the other fallen Grimm, dissipated into nothingness.

The larger Grimm backed away cautiously as more Beowolves, along with some Creeps, swarmed towards both him and Yang.

Yang felt herself being pulled back, away from the assaulting Grimm.

"Come on! Do you want to be Beowolf chow!?" the stranger shouted as he led her away from the monsters.

She snapped out of her daze and tore her hand out of his grip as she kept pace with him. "Shut up! I was fine by myself!" she replied.

He snorted. "Says the girl who almost got turned into red bean paste."

Yang glared at him as blood rushed up to her cheeks. "Not my fault! You distracted me!"

"For the love of Dust, just shut up already. Why did I even save you?" he complained as he took a complex route through the dorms and halls of Beacon.

She decided to strike back. "Maybe because you wanted a bang, so you got a Yang!" she joked (terribly).

"...I give up."

"Well, you asked for it."

He sighed before suddenly stopping and looking up at the heavens. "**Adamant,"** he said. "The **Lunanatus** is going to happen again."

His words struck her hard. _**Remnant**_ _has always had a moon... not... whatever that thing in the sky is!_

Yang realized the "moon" was another planet and swore at herself for being so stupid. _How did I not notice that!?_

The stranger again grabbed her hand. This time, she didn't resist and let him lead her.

A earthshaking roar burst through the air. Yang looked up and saw the mo- sorry, **Adamant**, beginning to crack.

Almost obsessively, the stranger dashed into Beacon's clocktower, before locking and barricading the door behind them. Grimm began smashing and scratching the walls and doors, but stone and steel held firm.

Yang punched the elevator buttons and rode the car to the top level: the headmaster's office. Nobody was there, but the windows provided a perfect view of the horrifying sight.

**Adamant** was no long a perfect planet of green and blue; it looked more like hell, with the glow of orange and red: lava and rock.

"What... is that..." she managed to stutter before backing away from the window.

"The **Lunanatus**. The birth of the moon."

The clocktower shook as almost unbearable rumbling filled the air. Grimm instinctively backed away from the tower before retreating into the woods.

Then **Adamant** blew apart, its flame extinguished by the cold of space.

* * *

><p>Yang woke up from her nightmare to the light of day. It was summertime, and the forest around her father's cabin reflected that: flowers, trees, and wildlife.<p>

"Yang! Took you long enough to wake up!"

She turned to see Ruby, her (half) sister grinning at her with silver eyes framed by black and red hair.

_Silver, just like his..._

Ruby tilted her head cutely. "Yang, did you dream of something perverted again?"

"I-I DID NOT!" she replied, shaking her head violently. Unfortunately, her bright red blush gave her away.

Brushing a bit of her hair away from her eyes, Ruby grinned. "Looks like you have a crush~"

Now embarrassed, Yang crawled back into her bed. _Since when did Ruby tease me like this!? And why do I feel like I'll see that stranger again?_

* * *

><p>"Why do I always dream of the <strong>Lunanatus<strong>?"

The stranger from the dream sat up, awake, in his bed. Stone surrounded him, with light from a glowing stone illuminating the room.

"Well, it wasn't too bad this time... usually **Adamant** blows apart a hell lot more violently," he muttered to himself. "Wouldn't be surprising. After all, the installation there..."

He shook his head as he stood up, stretching his arms. He remembered that he was shirtless. He remembered where he was. He remembered-

_Her... that blonde. Who was she? Why was she in my dream?_

Sighing, he found his shirt and shrugged it on. He took his scroll and opened it up, checking for anything new.

_Time to have a little chat with Ozpin about Salem. That b****..._


	2. Chapter I: Strawberry Sunrise

_About this fanfic- this will diverge from the canon plot somewhat. However, I will try to keep it to relatively minor events. By the way, not sorry for the teaser._

_As for the shipping, I'm not telling yet. You already know one of the them, right?_

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter I: Strawberry Sunrise<strong>

* * *

><p>"Junior. We need to talk."<p>

Stylishly dressed with a white overcoat and pants, along with a black dress shirt and gray scarf, Roman Torchwick sighed as he shifted his black bowler hat. Held in the crook of his left arm, his cane (and weapon, Melodic Cudgel) swung back and forth slightly.

"You henchmen were... lets just say 'disappointing'. What do you have to say about that, Junior?"

Contrary to his calm words, Torchwick's green eyes, framed by orange hair, glared at him.

Junior could only sigh as he scratched his black beard. Although he was at least half a foot taller than Torchwick, and arguably as well-dressed (with a black vest and dress pants, white dress shirt, and crimson red tie), he was at the mercy of the gentleman villain. Muscle and management experience was no match against the suave thief.

He decided to sympathize with Torchwick and defuse his anger. "Trust me, I'm disappointed as well. They can keep police out, but against a Hunter or Huntress, they're useless."

"It wasn't a Huntress."

Surprised, Junior stared quizzically at Torchwick. After hiring a DJ with a extreme love of teddy bears (who was currently dubstepping "I Burn" with a red teddy-bear mascot head on), he didn't think anything else would be as crazy.

Well, the rave party he hosted two months ago came close...

"Torchwick... then who did it?"

The gentleman villain practically forced out his answer. "A kid. Little Red."

"Huh?"

"You heard me, Junior. Little Red took out all of your minions. Having Mrs. Goody-Two-Heels coming out at the end didn't help, either."

"Mrs. Goody-Two-Heels? You mean... Glynda Goodwitch?"

"No, Mrs. Goody-Two-Heels."

He decided not push Torchwick. "Then I'll deal with my henchmen before you hire them again," he said.

"Given the quality of your men, I don't think I will," Torchwick replied. Tipping his head in mock politeness, he began walking towards the exit. "Till next time, Grizzly Beard."

Junior groaned as his client exited the club before he slid onto a bar seat. Although he didn't need Torchwick to pay him, he felt a bit more poor.

He needed a strong drink. Maybe a cheap six-pack of beer would do it.

Then he noticed the beautiful blonde with violet eyes...

"Strawberry Sunrise. No ice. Oh, one of those little umbrellas."

She drew glances of admiration and envy alike from the crowd on the dance floor. And as she waited for her drink, her eyes fell on Junior.

He couldn't deny that she was hot, with her attractive height, heavenly hair, and large bust. He also couldn't deny that he had a bad feeling about her...

_Wait. She's underage and ordering an alcoholic drink. Maybe..._

"Aren't you a little young to be in this club, blondie?" Junior began.

"Aren't you a little old to have a name like Junior?" she retorted lightly, smiling.

Junior furrowed his eyebrows as he look at her warily. _She knows me. That mean's she looking for me. But for what..._

One of his henchmen came up to him and whispered into his ear. "She's Yang Xiao Long," he said before Junior dismissed him.

_The one time my henchmen actually do something right, and I'm already screwed. I need to fire them and get a twelve-pack of beer now._

"Hei Xiong, we need to talk."

_...Yeah, this isn't going to end well._

* * *

><p>Yang watched Junior as he sighed deeply. She remembered what she was in the bar for: information.<p>

_A few weeks ago, a woman dressed in red and black passed by my home. She looked like Mom... but I have to make sure! At least I managed to snag her in my scroll.._

"Fine. What do you want, sweetheart?" he said.

She looked into his eyes and saw exactly what she expected: a wary, yet condescending stare. So she decided to change that.

"Oh, two things. They're not hard to get. First..."

Yang punched him in the balls, hard, before fiercely grabbing them and squeezing the manhood out of them. Although she looked weak, training at Signal gave her a grip of steel.

"... Call me sir."

"Y-Yes sweet- I-I mean sir!" Junior managed to stutter out.

_Good. I'm in control now. _Yang thought as she took out her scroll. She took her time to find the picture, letting the club owner suffer for a near-unbearable 10 seconds.

She showed him the image. "They say you know everything. So, tell me who she is, and I'll let go. Otherwise..." Her hand gripped his testicles with full force, just for a moment.

Junior was sweating and breathing heavily from the embarrassment and pain. "I swear I don't know her!" he managed to groan out before cursing under his breath.

"Excuse me?" Another vise-grip threatened to sterilize him.

"I'm sorry! I wasn't cursing at you!"

More pain from his nearly mashed-up balls rocketed through him as Yang glared at him with her violet eyes.

"I'm sorry, sir! I really don't know her!" Junior said.

She glanced around, noticing a small mob of his henchmen surrounding them both. "Wow, what an audience," she teased. "Must be embarrassing, eh? Awkward..."

Now at his limit, Junior was left with only one option. "If you want to live, blon- sir, then let go of my dick! Now!" he groaned.

"Oh, but we're not _that_ close, Junior!" Yang replied as she released her grip. Her eyes lightened.

The club owner rubbed his groin to make sure it was still there before he glared at her. "You're paying for that," he growled.

"With what?" she innocently replied. "A Yangbang?"

A few henchmen laughed at the pun. This time, it was... good? (It's really questionable...)

Meanwhile, Junior's expression softened a bit. "Well... uh..." he stammered with a light blush on his face. "T-That would be nice, but..."

"It's fine." Yang walked closer to him, her body almost touching his. "I'm willing. Let's kiss and make up, okay?"

He nodded, embarrassed as he leaned in, stooping. His lips came closer, closer, clos-

Then Yang sucker-punched him in the solar plexus before landing a solid hit on his face. He flew off, shattering one of the four crystal pillars in the club before crashing head-first into the bartender's area.

Five bottles of expensive whiskey smacked into Junior's head before shattering on the floor, knocking him unconscious.

Yang had no empathy for the club owner. As club members fled the scene, she stared around her. _All males. All dressed in the same style. All thinking they could ever get a girl like me._

_In their dreams, obviously!_

The golden bracelets on her wrists transformed into Ember Cecilia as she leaped into the air, fire forming around her fists. She landed by pounding the dance floor with a right straight, causing a fiery shockwave that blew away most of the henchmen.

(No! I missed that shot for her pose!)

Thugs rushed towards her, carrying sharpened axes and katanas. The first one swiped his weapon downwards at the blonde. He got a mouthful of Yang's fist for his trouble.

The battle continued on as more of Junior's terrible henchmen fell to shotgun blasts, fists, panty shots (followed by a kick in the head), and nutshots.

_Couldn't Junior have hired better thugs? None of these guys know how to fight..._

Gunshots rang out as bullets sprayed the floor just in front of Yang. She turned and noticed that the DJ had pulled out a Thompson submachine gun on her.

She strafed left and right, holding her arms up in a guard position as he continued to fire. As soon as he had to reload, she fired off Ember Cecilia to gain altitude. Grabbing the railing, she whirled around and kicked the Tommy gun out of his hands, before she smashed his face into the mixer.

As he rebounded off the music controls and onto the dance floor, two twins walked stood before Yang. Both were pale and had light green eyes. But the similarities ended there.

Militia was dressed in red, with a black fur draped around her neck, a black sash around her waist, and both red and black feathers. Melanie was in a white dress, with a white feather scarf, and cyan feather. Both glared at the blonde.

"Melanie, isn't she the one who played with Junior's heart?" Militia asked.

Melanie tossed her hair. "I dunno, but no way are we letting her have him," she replied.

Yang just smiled as she reloaded Ember Cecilia. _Oh, it's on._


	3. Chapter II: No Ice

_About the katana cliche thing- yeah, I know. _

_Also, I sank Junior x Yang, and am now trying to build a new ship: Junior x Militia & Melanie, or Junior x M&M. You've got to admit that Grizzly Beard needs some love._

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter II: No Ice<strong>

* * *

><p><em>Prey can see what the hunters cannot. - Unknown Huntress<em>

"Looks like the generator is working. I should get spare parts for both the main and backup, though. If I don't... well, I like having power, lights, and the AC."

The stranger from the dream finished his inspection of his power supply- a stolen Atlesian airship engine. Powered by Dust (with enough fuel economy to go around the world with 100 pounds of the stuff), it was extremely efficient. It was also hell to work with- it was easily one of the more complex things he had ever worked with. Pistons, compressors, combustors, converters, and synchronizers, all in a single piece of technology.

He sighed as he stood up, brushing a bit of his messy black hair away from his eyes. Dressed in jeans and a tight t-shirt, he could drive any girl crazy- with his muscles, good looks, and his two tattoos on his hands- as long as they didn't stare into his cold, dead silver eyes.

Those eyes could chill murderers and the soulless Grimm.

Closing the door to the generators behind him (which, by the way, was also scraped from an A-Ship, or Atlesian airship), he returned to his "living room"- the center of his underground home. (It's not a few feet below the surface; it's below the base of a mountain.)

It was simple- a circular atrium at least three times taller than him and 9 feet in radius, with pathways leading to the kitchen, the bedrooms, the work areas, the two generators, and finally the surface. It was also reinforced with scrap from, again, Atlas (AKA vehicle and robot armor).

He continued on to his communication center: a repurposed, overclocked, hacked A-Ship computer (with a touchscreen and the name of the ship it came from: the Nimbus). With it, he could access Atlas databases (from public to military use), along with monitoring the Cross Continental Transmit System. Hell, it was one of the two reasons he stole Atlas technology in the first place.

He checked the network, making sure to cover his tracks. He didn't want Atlas tracking him, not after the heist he pulled off two years ago. It was legendary- after all, it's difficult to steal an Atlesian airship (which are easily the size of three city blocks). Especially in front of the military, in Atlas, in broad daylight.

He knew there was still a dedicated team of specialists hunting him down, trying to kill him. Call him paranoid, but he just knew.

_There are a few people capable of catching my signal from here, even though I'm routing it through at least three people's scrolls. The top brass of Atlas and the Schnee Dust Company. Atlas military has good enough hackers, since they created the CCTS. And the SDC... the family is talented and works with Atlas closely._

He knew he was worrying too much. But he didn't want to take any chances. Not with the information he carried that could cause another war.

_People would think I'm just another lunatic. Too bad they'll never know that they're right._

_The last thing I want is the Atlesian military on my doorstep, dragging me back to Atlas to be executed by shooting squad before blowing up everything. _

Carefully, he entered the Schnee Dust Company's records. They contained transactions of the various legal and illegal deals that it made. It also had information on the movements of the Schnee family itself. Atlas was intricately connected with the wealthy dynasty: checking the Schnee's meant checking Atlesian forces as well..

_... That's new. The heiress of Jack Frost Schnee is leaving Atlas. This might be bad: she might be hunting me down. Let's gather some info._

He delved deeper into the database, extracting what he needed- details.

_The heiress is someone I don't know. So here she is... name, Weiss Schnee. Doesn't that translate to "White Snow?"_

_I pity her a bit. Bet all my lien that everyone will call her "Ice Queen" or "Snow Angel". Then again, I don't have much sympathy anymore._

_What else... 5'3", light-blue eyes, lefty, a B-cup- wait, who put that there?_

_I'll ignore that, and the measurements, and... Screw this. I'm not going to keep on reading some maid's perverted analysis. This is enough to freeze anyone with horror; nobody will want to read about how much the heiress is into yuri._

The stranger finally reached the last part of the entry- her weapon. His eyes reflected uneasiness.

_A rapier-like weapon that can utilize Dust in its revolver-like chamber. Holds at least three types of Dust. This is bad._

He sighed as he examined its design. _This is the worst weapon. If the heiress encounters any Moon Dust, and uses it... then I can't guarantee the __**Lunanatus **__won't happen again. Then again, she's smart enough to not pick up random Dust and use it. Right?_

He rubbed his eyebrows in deep thought. With all the secrets of the world he knew, keeping the unknown from the public was enough to make him go insane. And with one of them threatening to disrupt that balance, he felt beyond stressed.

_Ozpin, Goodwitch, Qrow, and maybe Ironwood are good with this all. Raven though... wild card beware. As for Taiyang... well, he's still recuperating. And Summer... well, she's dead._

_...It kinda sucks that I'm the youngest one that's in on the secrets of the world. Would a regular 18-year-old be dealing with this?_

_The Four Maidens. The Moon Goddess. The Undying Hero. The Weather Thief. The Devil. And finally... the Silver-Eyed Warriors. Not all true stories are myths, but all fairytales were once reality._

He withdrew from the Schnee records, erasing his trial before opening up his messaging. His inbox was empty, before he typed in a code.

It soon filled up with texts from Ozpin and Goodwitch. If the stranger tried, he could pull up Qrow's few messages (which he only sent when he wasn't wasted). Most were just reports of the status of Vale; some talked of incidents around the world.

The one he focused on immediately was a open chat with Ozpin. He entered his passcode to access it, and soon he was conversing with the wizard of Beacon.

* * *

><p>TSKYMI: <span>Been a while? Doing well?<span>

WWoO: Pretty much. Goodwitch is still on me about my coffee habits.

TSKYMI: You still drink French Roast, right? Try out something lighter.

WWoO: The only thing that keeps me awake is worry and strong coffee.

TSKYMI: How about sleep? Tried that?

WWoO: Yeah... it's called napping.

TSKYMI: Nevermind. So, why did you send a chat invite to me instead of your usual message of Vale's overview? Is that b**** making a move?

WWoO: It's hard to say. I know she's using an intermediary, but who she is still a mystery. We know she likes using fire Dust and that she's interested in the Fall Maiden. After all, she stole Fall's soul.

TSKYMI: You do realize that I'm literally underground, right? Explain it all.

WWoO: At first, I thought it was unrelated: a Dust robbery conducted by armed men. But some details popped out- a stolen Bullhead, Roman Torchwick, and the mysterious lady that helped him escape.

TSKYMI: Torchwick's a cool hand, but he wouldn't normally do something this major. Given that, I'm not interested in him as much as the lady. Fire Dust user, correct?

WWoO: Goodwitch fought her and noted her extreme skill in both piloting the Bullhead and defending it. Given that, it's likely that we're going against a large force.

TSKYMI: The largest antagonist force so far is the White Fang. Every other organization aren't as big and aren't as aggressive. You think they might be involved?

WWoO: Possibly. We have records that the White Fang attacked an Atlas military train carrying Atlesian Knight-130s, along with an experimental battle robot. We don't know who precisely, though.

TSKYMI: You mean the Atlesian Spider-230 prototype? Atlas analysts are scrapping it and are moving the Paladin project forward. Said it wasn't robust enough. On a side note, there's still the possibility of Atlas's military being hacked. For such a powerful army, it's too damn easy to get in and do damage. The enemy could easily turn Atlas against us.

WWoO: You should stop hacking Atlas databases.

TSKYMI: That's like me telling you "Do Goodwitch already!".

WWoO: Stop it. Back to the topic... a couple of months ago, Amber was attacked.

TSKYMI: Amber... the Fall Maiden? If that's the case...

WWoO: Yep. And what's worse is that we think the same person who stole half of Amber's soul was there, at the Dust robbery. It's my suspicion, but I'm not sure. For one, her face was covered in darkness.

TSKYMI: But similar body shape, right?

WWoO: Right.

TSKYMI: Salem is definitely making a move, then. She has enough knowledge of fairytales, since in a way, she is one. If anybody knows how to manipulate humanity, it's her.

WWoO: One more thing to add: I met Summer's daughter.

TSKYMI: Summer's daughter... is she also a Silver-Eyed Warrior, like Summer?

WWoO: Seems like the case. Her name is Ruby Rose, and mark my words: she's a splitting image of Summer. The only difference is that she wields a scythe.

TSKYMI: Did she get taught by Qrow? Nobody else in the world is good enough to use a scythe like the Reaper.

WWoO: Ruby's style is similar to Qrow's, and she herself said Qrow taught her how to fight.

TSKYMI: Looks like we need to make a move, then. Salem's not going to wait politely as we move the pawns up two blocks. And if she does, then she has something that can screw us over.

WWoO: Have any ideas?

TSKYMI: Yep. But I'll have to talk to you in person about it. The implications are too dangerous, even on this encrypted server.

* * *

><p>Now finished with his conversation with Ozpin, the stranger again removed his signatures from the chat system and the message inbox. Soon, he completed his 10th check of the CCTS; nothing wrong, yet.<p>

_Time to travel over the river and through the woods, though Beowolves and blood we go. _

He took a warm wool cloak and wrapped it around him, along with a rucksack that had survival basics: water, food, matches, and a map. He didn't need any of it, but he knew how much more suspicious he'd be without them. Atlas soldiers and suspicious strangers do not mix; one gets beat up and arrested, while the other gets a promotion.

_Almost forgot my weapon. Maybe I should start drinking coffee too..._

He put on armored fingerless gloves: silver, with markings on them that allowed him to contort his hand enough to not feel restricted. He also picked up his weapon: a tachi as silver as his gloves.

It was the segmented weapon from the dream. Somebody got it wrong, eh?

_Tsuki Shi. "Dying Moon". Nothing special to the enemy, until they die from it. Then it's a bit deal._

Sheathing the blade and wearing it horizontally, he returned to the center of his home. He kneeled down and opened a secret compartment at the dead center. Inputting another code in an ancient, analog machine (as opposed to the hackable digital locks), he opened up the secret passage and looked into it.

_...Good. Nobody here took any bit of the most dangerous material ever made. No traps have been activated._

Locking it back up, he flipped a lever on the side and watched as a ladder descended from the ceiling. It led all the way to an inhospitable cave hidden below the summit, along with passages to other entrances.

_This close to Glenn Mountain, there'll be loads of Grimm. Alone, I'd kill them all- and attract way too much attention from Vale and Atlas authorities. Better to detour to Patch, just west of Vale, and take transport there. Signal is easier to deal with._

Finally reaching to the next level up (which had a working elevator system and rails), he decided to pick the Patch route: a defunct minecart on a functional rail.

_A few years ago, I would've never thought this abandoned mine system would be so useful. Thanks, Schnee Dust Company, for making my life easier. And since you've declared it still yours, nobody can trespass. But even then, my home will remain hidden._

He kicked off from the ground, pushing the cart forwards before he activated its onboard engine. As it rolled along miles of passageway, he considered his options as he approached the exit.

_I promised to visit, but I never said when. So I'll take my time. Probably two days to get to Beacon and a day to go home. Besides, it'll give me more time to lose anybody that might be following me._

Automatically, the minecart slowed down as it reached the end of the cavern. Another ladder, rusted by time and use, stood on the wall. Tools used to extract Dust from the ground were littered on the ground, abandoned by their former Faunus users.

Swinging out of the metal transport, he grabbed a rung and began climbing upwards. Unexpectedly, he realized he was approaching a well-maintained trapdoor.

_That's bad. Somebody else knows of the mine system and might be using it. If they're hunting me..._

Cautiously, he opened it- before it hit wood. He looked up and recognized that he had hit the underside of a bed. Around him was-

_...Is it me, or are these... no, they're not pornos. But they look damn similar. Too close for my taste. And plus, there's a load of places to hide cameras._

_My hunter is a speedo enthusiast. What joy..._

He decided to ignore the magazines and refused to think about the bits of clothing lightly scattered around him. Carefully, he took the only book that didn't look perverted and opened it up.

_Owned by Yang Xiao Long. Read this, and suffer the wrath of my fists, huh? Xiao Long... that's awfully familiar._

Then he skipped to the last entry.

_A silver-eyed hero, silent and strong like the moon..._

He put down the book and covered his face, blushing lightly.

* * *

><p><em>Hi, mom. How are you doing?<em>

Ruby Rose stood before her mother's grave as a light snow fell on the already white ground. In front of her was the sea. Behind her was the only forest of Patch, and even further was Signal.

_I got accepted into Beacon early. I get to see the school you went to!_

She smiled as the wind began to pick up, chilling her slightly. Waves crashed against the cliff as she turned away, her red cloak fluttering.

_I'll be a huntress, mom. It's been my dream for a long, long, long time._

She began dashing through the trees, branches breaking under her feet. Although she wasn't using her Semblance, she was still fast, especially with a combat skirt on.

Soon, she reached a snow-covered clearing. Ruby recognized it as one of the training grounds of Signal: she wasn't too far away from her old academy. She also was close to the Vale Transportation Services stop at Signal, so she could go to the mainland.

_Yang, I know you like driving around that motorcycle of yours, but don't leave me behind! At least I know where you are due to your scroll..._

_How to get to downtown Vale... _

Her thoughts were interrupted as she stopped before a horde of Beowolves. They didn't have any bone armor on them, so she knew that they were just recently born. Of what, she didn't know.

Ruby activated her weapon: Crescent Rose. With a deadly scythe blade that had a sniper as a handle, she was Death's little girl, playing with her blood-red weapon. She aimed at the Grimm-

"Don't shoot!"

Two Beowolves went down, headless, as a stranger rolled to the side to avoid Ruby's sniper shot. He landed on his feet, parrying a Beowolf's clumsy swipe by knocking its paw away with the flat of his tachi. (Someone knows her weapons.) The remains of the Grimm blew away.

Ruby silently looked at him. Although he was good-looking, with silver eyes and black hair, he wasn't her type. And plus, she took "stranger danger" very seriously.

"What are you doing! Waiting for the wolves to eat you after Grandma!?" he asked as he barely dodged a more powerful and accurate attack from another, larger Beowolf before solidly kicking its jaw off. He then harshly grabbed the Grimm and threw it at Ruby.

She reacted and claimed the Grimm's life as it dissipated into rose petals. "What was that for!?" Ruby demanded uncharacteristically. "Grimm are-"

"The least of your problems! Just sweep them up!" the stranger interrupted as he disemboweled one of the shadowy wolves (do Grimm have guts?).

As more Grimm rushed towards the two from the forest, Ruby planted the blade of her weapon into the ground before pointing the muzzle at the horde. She began firing deadly, high-velocity sniper shots, tearing the darkness incarnate apart. Roses filled the air, leaving the question- how many of those thorny flowers did Ruby pick?

Finishing the last Grimm off, Ruby turned and watched the stranger stupidly embed his weapon into one of the Beowolves.

_Huntress Rule #1: Never intentionally throw your weapon away. Especially at Grimm._

He turned and run towards Signal, drawing more Grimm than Ruby could comfortably deal with from the forest. She realized he had attracted more than just newborn Beowolves: there were some Creeps and even a Ursa.

She tried thinning the herd by firing more piercing sniper shots, but the Grimm horde grew faster than she could kill off Beowolves. The only way left was to harvest the Grimm-

Ruby stepped back as the Grimm were engulfed in an explosion of metal shards and fire. This was unfamiliar to her: she knew no weapon that could explode, acting as both incendiary and shrapnel bomb.

_The tachi. It had marks indicating segments: those could be the shrapnel, especially if there's loads of layers. The fire though... most likely fire Dust. In what concentration, I don't know. But it's cool!_

Grimm either burned into ashes or dissipated into dark dust, both of which blew away in the wind.

"Well, that was fun. Where did the hilt go..."

He found it at the dead center of a hole void of snow. Picking it up, he twisted the hilt, allowing Dust to form the foundation of the tachi blade. Sparks then flew, allowing his weapon to attract the pieces of its blade. Soon, it was repaired.

"Oh, no ice. Should be easier to travel to Vale. I feel lucky."

Ruby couldn't stand it. The way he ignored her. The way he almost got her killed. The way he cared more about his weapon than a little girl.

"OH MY GOD! WHAT IS THAT WEAPON!" she squealed (like a fangirl).

He stared at her. "...You're going to stalk me, aren't you?" he said.


	4. Teaser

_Are you ready for the OC's name reveal? Because you'll have to wait a bit longer._

* * *

><p><strong>Teaser<strong>

* * *

><p><em>"I... wish for death."<em> the stranger croaked as he weakly gripped the devil's hand.

Fires crackled around him: his home, swarmed by hordes of endless Grimm, was gone. There was no shelter from the cold of the winter and the judgement of the heavens. All around him laid the dead bodies of his relatives.

Salem's eyes brightened with sick delight as she smiled disturbingly. _"A wise choice, child. Death to humanity, which has done nothing but make you suffer?"_

His silver eyes focused and stared into Salem's._ "I wish for death. I wish... for your eternal, inevitable death."_

Salem gasped as she dropped the teen, stumbling back in pain. She felt like she was being born again- except as a disabled, disfigured baby. Her mortality settled into her, beginning to weigh her soul down into Hell.

_"YOU B****** CHILD! WORTHLESS SCUM OF DUST! HOW DARE YOU STRIKE AGAINST ME, MOTHER OF ALL!"_

He smiled grimly, his silver eyes glaring at her, chilling her hell-hardened soul. _"So that I can kill you, mother of Grimm."_

* * *

><p>Three girls faced off in Junior's ruined bar. With the smell of alcohol, the feel of the damaged flooring, and the sight of shattered columns and dropped weapons, tension ruled the club.<p>

Militia and Melanie both glared at Yang as they took stances to combat Yang. In other words, they were going to protect Junior's balls from more death-squeezes from the brawler. After all, to make babies with him, Junior needed testicles and possibly Viagra.

In other words, two (sort-of) yanderes hot for Grizzly Beard wanted to kill Yang. How is something that will not be mentioned, because death by yandere(s) is always overkill.


	5. Notes

A few things I want to address-

1) The majority / most of the people who've answered The Teaser Question want a teaser. I shall oblige.

2) It takes time to write an expanded universe. I know, I should be posting chapters more often- hell, I want to- but I'm busy. This leads to my third point...

3) **Yes**, I'm open to collaborating with this. Working with others and seeing their view of the RWBY universe sparks ideas and conversations well.

4) **Yes**, you can suggest characters. I'll refine them and mention whoever suggested the character. I can't guarantee that they'll be alive by the end of Solar Eclipse, though.

5) **Yes**, I'm aware that I'm violating unspoken cliche rules, and that I could be in the future. If it offends you, look below.

6) If you have something good or bad in the review, tell me. I actually look at your feedback. Given that, do take some time with it. If there's something you don't like about Solar Eclipse, you better tell me. Likewise, if there's something good, better tell me. It doesn't have to be long. It can just be "I liked xxx and think xxx could be better."

7) Finally, here are the ships I will do: White Rose, Arkos, Black Sun, Flower Power. Other ships are pending, but there will be OC ships.

* * *

><p>A few things about why I wanted to write Solar Eclipse:<p>

1) The moon is mentioned in all three seasons or at least shown, so obviously its important. But I'm a bit impatient, so I decided to write a backstory.

2) If there's myths / faiytales actually being reality, why not other myths?

3) Yang does not get a tease in any of RWBY's three seasons.

4) Symbolism. Look for it.

Maybe they're weird reasons, but at least I have them.

Till next space-time,  
>- OS Worldmakers<p> 


End file.
